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MANIFESTO 
OF A NEW SHHOOL 
OF BREAD LOAF DADATSN 


mie original! cecene va maintained tnag iu was merely 
conventional to confine the artist's marertals vO 
Dismentas and they therefor Croo, NOL nily spoumii, 
Out Blue, an oad, animal eoe Oles Of paper, 

Ae TLArOLLo CW CVOrp taine Olgo Lyrae 


a 
e) 


3 Johnson has devisqg oa Torn of dadoalcm 
© tO Broad oat. He works im soulpre 
Silor puei lizing Maccraail ound a ne WAG 
Huelesg HO has elmoachy jrRocMeCcG Sowowal 
es, somo of which he has permitted us to 


7 all @ood Broad Loators Go cxpress themselves 
ies, fungi, MOJO bones androous., Big siden 
that oven a grown porson, who has becn contaminated 
and demoralized by education (as Mr. Lee Simonson 
OxpLaimed thio Other night), Cam noalovo avis ule seli- 
expression casily in this new medium. 
Wo will welcome the works of 
gladly oxhibit thome 


oun Studente and wall 


JABBERWOCKY a Lo MIDDLEBURY 
(with the accent on the Jabbor) 


'Twa Broad Loaf, and tho Harringtons 
DLO Mine cmo Harrer in VOrrGe 

All Haton wore tho Davidsons, 

And Sharon Brownod Pattoc.s 


Bowaro tho Widdomor, my sone 

the Buck tn Snow, tac Wolte thay Nealos; 
Bowaro the Partridge Boyd,and shun 

Mac irrucloos, and DECALS O 


He took his Yoomans sword in hands 
Long timo tho Dyer foo he sought. 
So Bottored ho by the Woodward troo, 
And Cy!d awhilo in thought. 


And as in Moody thought ho stood, 
The Widdomor with oyos of flamo, 

Camo Lashing through tho Heaphy wood, 
And Phnimnoy'd as it camo, 


Nyc two, Nye Two, and through and through, 
His Yeomans ollado wont snickorsnack. 

HO dert iw dead wand wiwa tts mic acl, 

Ho Walkorod Swiftly backe 


And hast thou Wintsched the Widdomor? 
Como to my RURO, my Bonnic boy} 
OtMoara day} Oh Dot! Oh Gayl 

Ho Calltd in Nevens (Joy). 
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'Twas Bread Loaf, and the Harringtons 
Did Flint and Parrer in Ferree 

ALI Waton were the Davidsons, 

Ard Sharon Browned Pattee. 


LITERARY NOTES AND NEWS 


Burges Johnson has an article. "The Newspaperts Lost 
Leadership, " in the July North American Review. 

Walter richard Waton is well rènresented by two articles 
in the New York sunday Tripune of July 22, “he first is a review of 
Alvin Harlowe's -c Bowery, the Bowery. iu is interesting to dis- 
cover from a peruse! of the review that Mr. Baton is evidently as 
enthusiastic about urban existence as he is over the bucolic atmos- 
phere of Bread Lonf. The second article is entitled, “Therets Life 
in the Old Road yote In it Mr. Eaton effectively destroys the commo 
econeeption of the Road as a financially dubious proposition for 
Theatrical producers. 


Isadore Elizabeth Flanders, who attended the School last 
summer, has presented to the Library a copy of The Red upon the 
Hilly her book of poems. We have room to quote only a cingquain 
™Presciences” 

The Hagy 

Yesterday; leers 

As she ties her swollen 

Bundle; then knowingly winks at 
Todaye 


ee ee ae ee e oè eo 


One of the finest pieces of journalism we have seen in 
many a day is The Flower, a mimeographed magazine of two pages, isst 
monthly by Mary C}, Stevens, 2934 Macomb St. N.W., Washington D.c. 
Mrs. Stovens who attended the School in 1929, has been an invalid ev 
since, and The Flower is sent to other shut-ins,--at present, 135 
of them} Tho torms of the subscription are merely an understanding 
heart.” It would be hard to conceive of a magazine more welcome to 
its subscribers or more likely to give the editor a feeling that 
she is making other people happye We wish hor every success. We 
do not need to wish her happiness, for she has it. 


e o a e 6 o oe eo e. 


The Rocky Mountain Writor's Conference hela at Boulder, 
under the auspicos of the University of Gllorado announces as ono of 
its purposes to “help you in both writing game and the publishing 
gamo." We at Broad Loaf know trat writing is no"game", whatover 
publishing may be, Among the locturers are Robert Frost, Zona Galo, 
Honry Goddard Leach, and Frank Luter Mott. 


Mr. Larsen, the lone hikor, who attracted so much attent 
ronron at the Inn because of his striking appcoaraneo, reminded once 
of cthor groat hikers, who were also philosophors of sorts. Porhaps 
the most intcresting was "Walking Stowart," about whom De Quincey 
wrote a memorable cssay. Like Mr. Larsen, Stewart tramped over most 
of tho habitable globe. Shallow poople promounced him mad, but 
De Quincey declared hima gonius,=--" a man without talonts, but a 
gonius." Ho wrotc sovoral books which had fantastic titles and whic 
wore writton in a curious style. Mr. Larsen told of anothor Hnglist 
philosophor=pedestrhan, named Turner, who walks the trails of the 
world today with a pot parrot porehed on his shouldor, 

s e 8 eece + ® , 
We note that ono of the winners of tho Guggenheim Felloy 
ships has "gono abroad to write a biography of Sitting Bull.” Dr. 
Wright suggests that he has no doubt com to Spain. 


e e e esep s KJ @ Ld 
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A prospectus has Peen issued of the Am rican Litorary 
Roview. It is to bo somi=monthly, devoted to the roviowing of 
books. Tho projectors arc John Bakeloss, Harry Lorin Binsse, and 
Marvin McCord Lowis, 11 formerly or at present connected with the 
Living Age. The distinctive fcaturesof the new roview are given as 
follows: 
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It will covor substantially all books published in the 
United Statess 
Te will place snocial emphasis upon the entire field of 
FAOn- Le LOS l i 
fh will gay Ao a Word. for Orie 

5 will sork ain no advertising and will not be subsidized, 

ri be unsigned. 
L be chosen for their ability, and without 
political affiliations, literary opinions, 

SPOORLOOS C 


() tes a a) e 
i Oct ek < 
3} kop) tC 


The anonymity cf <1 reviewers is perhaps tho most important 
foature. Tho succoss cf AX) YERRAMARAVAS”) SSEMMA English and 
Continontal Reviews concut oc ano vy. Once UM Een the projectors vo 
believe wnat such publica gram Ww mao) Unig Sta wec 


Prize Contest Award 


Wo horeby award to Horvoy Allon, two milky ways for tho bost 
limorick submitted. (Ho may Nave a packet of cigarettes, if he prefers.) 


Poor Ellen once said to the pine, 
"Dont you think that my form is divine?" 
Said whe pine im weopLys 
o "Ido--this is why,-- 
x = By = 9." 


We have space for only two others: 


There once was a college, spectacular, 
Whose students, in class, wore oracular. 
Tis Bread Loaf I mean, 

Yet outside it was scen 
They always conversed in vernacular e 


There was a Gay doggi 
With a temperament fr 


c named Judy 
isky and moody: 
She can, sans saxgaphone, 
Pill the air wath a moan 
That dials out oven dear Rudy. 


PARAGRAPHS ANDPOEMS F°OMTHE WRITING COURSES 


h thie soil through which woy passec 


The Color of roads varies wi 
loam is rich and mcllowed, mauve in the 
r 
v 


7 
warm browns and purples 
gumbo soil of an obd mar iver bed, yollow docponing to orange 
whore the road climbs to ay Hilltop, red) wua must OF imom] COLOP 
of tow in a sand draws Shados go from bright to dull with changing 
moisture. This soil tono is tho baso on which tho lights of dawn and 
mid-day, sunset and dusk, lay their colors=--rosebcds, purples, yellows, 
grays, Shadows too, sometimes dark andstcady, sometimes light and 

applod, tint the road with reflected colors, and compléments of 
colors. Thon therc is the light and dark of frost work. On some 
Octobor morning the road is a dark line across a frost-whiteo meadow. 
But tho noxt morning tho ground may bo whito from frost so low-lying 
that it has not touchod the grass-tops. This scone is like a negative 
of tho picture tho day bofore---Edith Necalo. 


9 ee 009 eeee s06 se (J 


Tho saints and I havo roamed Sewanee hills 

And hymned cach sunset, prayed in cowry gicn. 

I sometimes mect tho barofott Francis mon, 

Thoir brown robes trailing through the shallow rilis, 
Thoir lifted ocyes aglow. Above the mill's 
Click-clacking drone I hear thoir songs, and when 
I ponetrate some distant, twilight fen, 

Imeot St. Werburghs goose among the squills. 

St. Agnes lambs arc capering une sky 

Above the Garner's orchard of peach bloom 

And from the dimly-vaultod forost tomb 

St Giles and his tame decr go rushing by 

And often in the cloistered garth below 

Good brother Lawrence kneels on moonlight snow. 
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Thess woods are about mee Why explain thom? This woodracdwenust 
Š argue Aua puynose? Ghat gpngetul eineoled deor, noru an dnetant and 


gene, but his image caught on my retina--must I return to the Tnn 
his photograph in his hand? Why care whether or not others believe 
me? 


It's stupid of mo to be walking along this road others have made. 


Dal 
i Can co that every day of my life.) Mien lawo the woods with mol 


Tiny white flowors with pink-striped potals,. I wondor if you'll wilt 
Detore Lge; back if L pur you Im wy pockets, — Unis pure maito stono T 
bieked Up Of that road must wolgh ton pounds: yor I carry if alongo 

hat can I want with thom# A professor to tell mo thoir scicntifie names 


I have walked the LOR Sth of an aR Lallem tree, Lw grear 
oncirclod with silencing moss, Will the big prints of my shoes mar 


a runway for tho Iigaysrcoved furry wild crea cures? 


The conccit of us humans who say, "What's the mattor, little 
chipmunk? What are you thinking about?" Why invest all living creatur< 
with our own cumborsomo processes? Why, for instance, must we be 
forever bothcring to prove what is to the rost of the world? 


the more content to dic shalill 1 be when L have carossod tho soft 
smooth warmth of adoor's doar nosol ---- Dorothy Rufo. 


The two small notes of tho chickadce 
Complete a plaintivo molody.e 

Why should our pleasure bo so strong 
io avenue co suda a Liwclo song? 


So cconomical aro wo, 

VO ImMmehn wo Love: simplicchy, 

Iwo brier, ondtiring notes can pleasc 
More certainly then symphonios, 


Louisa Butlor 


A SONNET FROM THE MALTESE 


Why thoy prefor tha ithy-smelling dog 

is moro chan 1 in’ reason! Cam Congo ye 
Though it coneorns mo little that they loave 
Wy subtilcor charin to follow him agos. 

Le must DO thal in Log rnedinimes Tho TOS 

Of dow commingling with tho scent of skunk 
Hath power of Lothe wators docply drunk 

To drown tho senses in a hopeloss fog. 


Bub L who siv ‘hus calmly in tho su 

And wash with languid paw my volvot pew fur 
SUrVOy When scorm Meee fools, 1 live Pme, 
For what know thoy of dcods that I have dono, 
Chasing awhile ago that haverul eur? 
Lt matters nob; L wii stick out my Longue. 


Greta Lash 


The night comes 

With rainy bis eyed 

it sits blubboring 

over Ripton and Bread Loar 
ike a big boob 

and blows its nosos 
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Boob Ballads 


FRIENDSHIP 


a girl took a walk one day, 
h of course was merry May 
home and watched them Boy 
chat was dull, and aspir.t Lows, 


L yo and my roomate T0, 
And many a scrape ke had seen me throug 
Now why did he have to blight my lite 
By CALE a walig waitin my Giuciucie waives 


"Your future 
"Vou mean the gird 
MWell not, L answer, "exac 
But nevertheless she was ae 
her 
My roomate's.spouse as a matter of fact, 
But still ne ought to have used more tact, 
Wetre going to be married ---I mean of course 
As soon as she's cole to get her divorce,” 





PEILIIN 


SPITOONIAS 


Spitoonias, 

False blue, 

True blue, 

Color of spitoons, 

Your upraised loud speaker horns 

Are everywhere in this my New Erg land. 
Among your droopy leaves 

(Like a bonnet feather caught in the rain, 
Or a limp dish rag) 

Is pig weed, 

Adn chick woed, 

And cigarette butts, 

And burnt matches, 

And arusty buckle off Dad's otd suspendorse 
You flaunt your passionate purple 

Along the path where Ma hauls the washing 
0.,t to the lines 

And filapperty-flap, flapperty-flap, 

Go the family unmentionables in the wind, 
And Ma falls dreaming of trousseax== 
Lacet 

Queen Annets lace} 

Nodding from the run-out hay field 

At the purple spitoonhas. 

mic Cop has cus A Aole ia sone, cid on was OECS 
The wind blows a section of the Boston Sunday 
Among the plants. 

There is lies 

(as usual). 

Spitoonias, 

False blue, 

True biue, 

Color of spitoonse 

Am I a New Erg lander? 

LUA tell the world} 





THE CRUST 
A LITERARY BREAD PUDDING WITH RAISINS 


Published at Bread Loaf every so often. Contributions 
solicited, Non-publication is no reflection upon quality. 
Editor: Cy Seymour; Assistant Editor: Herby Nichol. 


* 
* OK 


EDITORIAL 
LOOKING AT BREAD LOAF WITH CAL COOLIDGE 
Cal sayssei.s 


Education is a pretty good thing. A good 

many people are educated and more are trying 

to be; all the time, Education in English is 

a pretty good thing especially, because a 

good many people use English pretty often to 
communicate with their fellows with. The 

more people communicate with their fellows, 

the more goods will be sold, The trouble is 

now not enough people are asking other people 

to sel them something. Vermont is a very fine 
State to study English in. The people of Vermont 
Speak English when they speak at all, makéne 

very fine maple syrup, and are very simple, reasonably 
honest and Protestant. Bread Loaf is in Vermont. 
It is a very fine scheol of English. Tits 
continued success will mean greater communication 
between Americans, and a 20% increase in the sale 
of textbooks, especially those written by the 
instructors. 


x 
x 


LITERARY NOTES iND NEWS 


Professor Pattee is hard at work upon a study of early 19th 
century American Literature,---a continuation of the survey of 
which American Literature since 1870 and Modern American 
iiveravurc, salready DONE formia paru, 


Padraic Colum writes from Paris that he is very sorry not to 
be with us this summer. He expresses his pleasure in his visit 
last summer and "hopes we will let him come again." 


Ada Borden Stevens, who has attended the Writer's Conference 
from its beginning, is assistant editor of L'houette: A Magazine 
of Verse. A copy can be seen in the Library. She has also publishe. 
Days Royal, A sequence of triolevs a old T ee ee eee 
and Goa a ems; and is co-author o er- 
o T oeete Daok oF poems in old French forms. Mrs. Stevens gives 
a writing course at the Swanhurst School of Lrts at Newport, R,J. 


E) 


@oe e e eee 


j i 3 LOGO) hs  yae 
Frances Ogilvie (School and Writers Conference, 
Sane Ge Green Pondage(Farrar and Rhinehart) , a novel of the A 
tobacco-fields of Kentucky, It is a tragic story of considerable 
power, a fine novel. 
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A new writer conference has been opened at the University 
fia ae Mason Brown, Struthers Burt, Frank Ernest Hill, 
i < Bir Linderman, and H.G. Merriam form the staff. Professor 

erriam, head of the Conference, is editor of the Frontier, an 
extremely interesting magazine of western. prose and poetry. 


The English conference at Pennsylvani £ 
TE ee ‘pee ennsylvania State College has 


@ee s e eeo 


Charles Malam (Middlebury graduate Rho ées hola 
Loaf M.A.) has published two ee as sino) wai Gen ene aes 
England and America. Slow Smoke, a fther-and-son story with a 
Vermont background, contains a remarkable portrait of a country 
clergyman, _There is ne doubt that CHarlic has a fine future as a 
novelist. His other novel, The City Keep, we have not Siem, i 


EN o pugel (Bread Loaf 1929) is sponsor of a magazine of © 
childrer SP Orr ates On Sede poems and reviews written by school 
re eee kTanoma. By o VOTO LE EDOTI Ine e Svirring of 

t interest and already has reason io be proud of its 
Painters, musicians, and poets, as well as ite flyers, i 


ee A ee from detail dua io) Wheelwright tells us that he is sailing 
rance to attend a symposium of authors. He sends his regards to 
all Bread Lafers who knew him last year, 


eee e e eee 


A = ee a 5 aang aft s 
p E ee: M rrison has anessay, " L Defence of Youth?"in the 
une Atlantic, and revicws in the Bookman, Wis long narrative poem, 
The Serpent in the Cloud (Houghton Mifflin)? was recently publisheđ, 
1s a novel in verse of contemporary ite, U L mMastherpiece oF 
ae ee poetry," says Robert Hillyer. We quote the closing lines 
O ar : 


Me climber 
To the lighted room where the watchers by the bed 
Stood looking at his mother's island life 
On which the last sea, hastening from the deep 
To take them unawares, had cast itself 
find swept the final sands beneath the tide," 


~- Burges Johnson has just published his New Rhyming Dictionary 
and P ets' Handbook (Harper). He says that Carolyn Wells wrote that 
it was "rotten," But later, one of his interviewers told him (Confi- 
dentially) that Carolyn Wells was "all wet." 


Anthony Adverse, by Hervey Allen, a novel in the form of a 
trilogy, will be published this autumn by Farrar and Rhinehart, New 
MOIS 


Dinis POOkK, apon which Mr. Allen has been at work for several 


Ss pas ers the peri z al Warter On tie Neth cempulmy 
te ot eee ee eee) which begins in 1 
rance, shigts rapidly to Leghorn, Havana, Africa,---back to EUROPES 

The United States, and Mexico. 

In this trilogy, Mr. Allen has completely disregarded the 
epigrammatic novel with its neat psychological theory, a short story 
plot, and "Wester Unicom style, "= The entire Story Of a man's lire 

from conception to death is told objectively with a complete recall 
of detail in both physical and ene aie Beoloaumows. Maie Wiel mete 
theme of the story is the struggle of the hero tomeconcile his own 
nature with the world through religion. Despite this, the book is 
decidedly not whystical, Its ranid narrative digs deeply about the 
roots of the modern era and deals with some of the 8rch-types of 
Occidental character, both civilized and savage, 
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"In the same sense in which Henry Adams used the word 
the author might have called this book She Education of Anthony 


Adverse---white, citizen of the western hemisphere, and subject of 
God," 


One of the longest novels ever published in America, 
Anthony Adverse will probably be available either as a trilogy 
or in single-volume format. Exact details of publication are not 
yet announeed by the publishers, 


KK KOK O* 
Hee Be ay 
* OX 
* 
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OPEN WINTER 


Bleak as esnlit granite the fall plowing lies, 

Barren and dead the frozen stalks of grass 

hlong the fence where the farm buildings rise 
In huddled mass. 


Gaunt on the night, the woods beyond the yard 
Push their cold shadows slowly up the road 
AS harsh as broken metal and as hard 

hs iron bode. 


And like a failing breath, a single thread 

Of misty smoke climbs motionless and still 

From the low roof. There is no whisper sped 
By house or hill. 


it is a clear moon, Every star is Woite. 
Die laok garth crackles vader bi bine si rob, 


Oh! Send us soon one long snow-muffled night 
Or we are lost. 


Earth and Man's habitation, both are dumb, 
Mae OreeDine Frost Le everywhere, and deep, 
vend us the snow before all senses numb 

Zoo near to sleep! 


Life's strength wears thin from grappling with an earth 
Marked hard and clear and dulled of all that gleams, 
Hoo proud for tears, too literal for mirth, 
Too stark for dreams, 
pCharles Malam, in 
(aes ING Invenio ae “arbliye WL, IS) 


iY Prize Contest. tit 


We hereby offer a prize of two milky ways for the best 
humorous triolet or best limerick, about Bread Loaf, 


We otter 2 prige of one p 


of the same social status) for the bes i i 1 
about Bread Loaf. S s) t est epigram, in verse or? 


acket of Luckies (or other cigartétte 
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Randem Thoughts Induced by the Late 
Weather 


1. 


The bees dont seem to mind the heat, 
They fly about and buzze 

They do not bathe, wet they look neat: 
Would that a bee I wuz. 


Be 


I wished to lave me in the brook-- 
‘Twas hot in every other nook. 
But I was told I hadn't ought-er--- 
The brook supplies our drinking water, 


Be 


When the days are cold or better, 
Wear a sweater. 

When the days are worse and hotter, 
Wear a blotter, 


OE Sn a 
POLYHEDRON AT TWOLIGHT 
(deicated to all poetry classes) 


Ah rug of daisies reaching east and west-- 

Low hills against the sky, like green settees-- 

White clouds that leak their feathers in the breeze-- 
How mauve it is! Wont some one let me rest? 


Beyond the road is twittering of birds-- 


Damned road that holds my weary soul in check; 
Or is it Hervey has me by the neck? 
i caunet Seen, Ihe alw Le ior “worden. 


& blossom beckons till my bosom melts; 
"Tis salpaglossis there against thatwall-- 
'Twas this that Arethusa used to call 
To us in Thehes--or was it somewhere else? 


ne urge is on me--bring magenta ink-- 
For hark! a lark is barking up the street-- 
i feel, oa curlew curling round my, feet—- 
fain would think--God, how I fain would think! 


x kK k x OK * 
CONVERSATION ABOUT HEAVEN SND Hell 


The Eighteen-Ycar-0ld Boy was shaving, and the Seventeen- 
Year-Old Boy was looking over hig shoulder into the mirror, "You 
know, Beaven, sometimes I think you leok just like an angel-- 
your eyes--" the Eighteen-Year-0ld Boy said, smiling, "-- a 
fallen angel." And then mischievously, 


"ingel Beaven 
MGlLIL TsO joan erl 
Raid, car ANa N 


"Well, you've a devil," returned the Seventeen-YearxOld Boy, 
"You dont make me mad calling me an angel. Seeing I'm not one, 
I'd like to be called an angel." 


"That's just the difference between and angel and a devil," 


me hal” Bi 


the Highteensyear-014 boy said, half joking, half Sem NOUS - 
wants to do harm to someone, he does something his victims wiil 
dislike. But your devil contrives to please his victim, The devil 
has his will, and no one's wiser," He paused end took several i 
long scrapes at his face with the razor. Then he smiled WATO WAE : 
mirror, “And if that's the case, who shall say which is the angel anc 


Winch wae CETL 
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Cantinued-- 
. The Seventeen-Year-01d Boy was tioughtful, "Perhaps 
they're both devils," 


A couple more scrapes, and the Highteen-Year-0ld Boy said, 
indifferently, aS If to buy an end to the talk, Hour both 
angel," He felt that the conversation was too serious, "Well, 

anyway, I still say you look like a fallen angel," 


N-e-ond you like a devil," laughed the SeventeenéYear-01d 
Boy. 


The Highteen-Year-01d-Boy smiled: "You know what Blake says, 
dont you? Tyat the dévil is the other face of God," 


AS ey as fe 83 n2 a 
LFTERWLRD 


You will remember mendows smooth ss moths, 

With wilted flowers that you passed a day 

When mowers had been out and left the swaths 

All tossed one way, all regular with skilful Speed, 
Dried out and only fit for making hay. 

But that's not it, Your flowor'ts by the wall, 

4&4 place they overlooked but you found out, 

And now that flower's tall-- you let it stay--. 
Through various weathers it has bloomed to seed, 
Let the sure workers keep their garnered hay; 


Ront aşk them what their harvest wes about, 
niy ripe seeds send temis flowers into time, 


KK 
kkk kkk 
2k ok ok 
ok 
x 





THE CRUST 


A LITERARY BREAD + PUDDING 
with 
RAISINS 


Published!) now anc tasno Compeilionpioms solicited, Reo 
jection is 


Hditor, Herby, Howdedo? 


paneer ne ee A CERN erty es 
re tie penne 


Bread Loaf, Vermont August 13 


MO CPLCLOLsim OF Cwalioy, altor: Cy Assit. 


15i 
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BULLETIN OF THE NATIONAL GHOCR APHIC SOCIETY 
July 2031 


Contrary eL OE the Vermont Desert is not an ancicnt 
phonomonon, but bolongs To vooons tamos, In face, L Tas entirely 
brought about by human agoncy, acontury or more g@gow Tho so-callod 
Green Mountains were at that time clothed in heavy forest of sprucc, 
birch and fir, and wore indocd groom, This forost caught the moist» 
ure from the clouds and caused froQuent rains. But shortly After the 
boginning of tho 20th contury (when our roadors may rocall,the auto- 
mobile and acroplano wore inventod by a man namod Fordson) a strange 
impulso suddiy hit the Dalle CAE of Vormont, to go out into the 
woods and puli. up young trocse Tho origins of this impulse aro shroud- 

c mystery, bus contain contemporary records socom to indicate that 
a sort cf educational institution in tho mountains, ded- 

Ta om kar i And, Lg a GilppOdgeG. va Moyo VOCA ir 

somo Way CcOnnocvcd witha a e 5 Corcmomy,, PACINO OOL SRO tle ouns 
TACOS boing ia el and ISLA IOS symbols'as tho TOOS Of words. & 
fow of thoso eteanme Tittle rods Bate been found. Aadi tional woight 
iS EIVOR TO MENE COC yi ho fact that the leader of tho trece-pulling 
cult appears to have boon a man namod Johnson, a dos eondant of the 


vy aces uno. ree disastrous. As the old treos dica, 
there wore nono to succecc Lom “the mountains bocamo baro and brows 
the rain no longer was precipitated, and Vormont became a strange 
though at tim beautkiful desort in the heart of Now England. The 
sectterod inhabitants of the region make a potont bevorage from the 
distilicd loaves of the sago=-bush, and live by solling 44 across Lake 
Champlain Adirondackse---=W.Pelis 


mM 
w 


Let no ono think that ontortainmont is tho sohe purpose of 
Tho Cruste By moans of this divorting shoct woe add to tho other ad= 
yanta ges of the Bread Le School of Buelish a course La the earn of 
roceiving “hes eetionee LLO 


We have all oxpertencod (a ly sinking in the stomach on 
rival of the postman. For woceks wo havo watched for his coming, 
to receive back the cher ao manuscript and hoping, when it 
to conceal it from the mombors of m ace a ney iia day yan Vara 

1e lel Twe poky forn and r many one roveal to the 
nod oe 


It is to sparo such humiliating moments that the rojoctions 
Of cae Crust are plannc and tho observance of tho following rulos 
provides oxcollont tra 


lo Do nog look mo and appeir Wawer earel ac 
of tho Crust marchos down tho dining roome Eat your 


2, Whon tho Crust is laid boforo you, show no oxcitoment add 
Lot a rongonabic excitomont period of time clapso bofore you cxamine 
the contonts. 


3, Turn the pages slowly. Laugh at the jokes, Make humor- 
ous commonts to your table companions e 


4, Above all, whon tho last page c and foreboding 


changed to cae ta Anty» lay down tho Crust 7 satisfaction, 
oxclaiming: "Great! Bottor than the last i 


Observance of the 


so rules will, with pationce, pardon the 
most sonsitive soul to a philosophical roeeption of rojoction slipse 


LITERARY NEWS AND NOTES 


no ditorary notes ner eas torary news. 


Y 





RAISINS AND HOME BREW 


io BLOCA LONN 


ae 


Dialogue 
Ae ~ Oh, what are you doing with your wockond? 
Be =~ I'm thinking 
Le 


Susan was a messy, Wags 
Sne threo torn papers om the srass 


sad is the onding of her story: 
She burning brush in purgatory. 


Om RONE NEPI COCR Oar a 
Beead Loaf Shore Dinnor 


sardine arc a chummy fish 
What never is alone, 

SUS around Yala all the WOYE 
Da gaallip flat cans iy heme. 


WAS sardino GPO a tummy FLER 
No bones or head have hee 

I wonder what tho sardine thinks 
When contemplating me? 


4. Poohht 


Gaczockah Way enould all of vales ms Gin BDO 
in running down Haynes for our Horby? 

Why, ryhming his name 

is an infantile Samet 
As casy as Winning the Doroyi 

Se 
A Dolceful new Ballad 
(mo Hie mao ve! ume mere mail) 


Tiere'’s a Jong long trail a windine 
Through these boau-ti-ful scenes, 

find I really cant walk factor 

VWCause L op all rhen wcamern. 

Tierets a long long moht of Te SE, 
While the porcupines mow; 

acl I! hopo you lil not tura Over 

Tilt i peel like cumming poo. 


"I learned about women from hor" 


Below a coe loaded with cherrics Mr. and Nips ROOLIA 
presented a sconce of domcestitity. Mr. Robin's vest shone in the dawn 
Wwoilenh Was just beginning to breaks Youth was expressed am the qulok- 
ness of hig movemonts as he chirrupped to his wife about the luscious- 
ness of the fruat We bad Foundo He ehatuod happily, worn a Trodon 
from caro which he strove to impart to the wife of his youth. He såđd 
plainly that the ceee was a discovery--a bouquct of roscs=- wth the 
thing he had dreamed of all winter down in Virginia. He pointed out 
that they didnes have fo Tigao competition, and chag here was richness, 
Life beckoned this morning. They wouldcome back cach ear to this 
tree and romember this fragrance during the wintor. He rocommonded 
taking Yao Soodor line where it could bo founds 


Bt Mee Rebirn was not millowed= Go do valss Mis wife FELG 
that Life was to be worried about. They had responsibilities to meets 
They must not forgot the children, She was all tired out taking care 

of thom, and her merves jangled constantly. Im fact, shoe had no 
strength tO Fiy up bo the tree and pick cherries Berselin Buy sire 

gould oat henrtily of all that Mr. Robin brought down, She said that 
she had ruined her figure in bringing up tho childron. And yet she 

folt she must oat heartily in order to have stnongth to care for theme 








S 





Pago 4. 


Mr. Robin provided well. Mrs. Robin cxorcisod her tongue 
but not hor musclos. Each time Mr. Robin flew up to bring down a 
cChicrpy ie broke 2) apart: and cave pieces to Mer, He Cid Mot basta tcc 
delicacy except for the juice which incidcntally came his way in dos 
ing his duty. Each time ho flew back to the tree she waited below 
demanding hor bitos of oe Hor part was to worry and constantiy 
warn her helpmect of what might happen unless he took care of hor. 
Mrs. Robin was making a man of Mri Robin.s--=Gladys McCaskic. 


e writto by assignmont "without adjectives." 


Putwtaetatat 


THE INDIA#INK DRAWING 
(Translation of Inschritningon, by H. Sodorborg) 


Onc Rpril day, many years ago, whon I still wondored about 
meaning Of Tite, L wonu date a Litcler cigar shop ina Dack sirecr 
ya ae i Scheercd | gurong black BL Zolo, pat Lw Imo ay 
co PAIC for itp audstartod to g0 Ț7o But on an lapulso T deooidea 
show the a girl who was in tho shop and from whom I often 
mear my cigars, a Littlo drawing in India-ink, While, AG thie time, 
happened vo have ia uy walllety “iG Mad beon giryon to me by an Artise 
ond in my estimation was very pretty. 


"hooks s i @aid, oandheld ir out to nors Ihat de you think 
laa eye © 


took it with Visible-curiousity and looked at it closely 
nile DAO Mele de wp ar Overall Carroront ancles ano. NET 
an oxpression of intense thoughtfulness. 


She 
tor a Wong wit 
face took on 


"Woll, What docs it moan?" sho asked at last with an cager 
glance. 


I was a bit non-plussoG. 


"Tt doosnt moan anything in particular, 
is just a lamdecaposo Mhae is the Piola, that thor 
tian were is Tho rOndemess 2m ordinary roade 


"Yes, L eco thot 7O: sho answered, impaticntly, 
her tone almost unftricndily,. iy coe to know whht it means." 


I stood confused and combarrass had not thought’ that 
it had to mean anything. But there wad ranging hor notion, She 
MAG CCCG Oae FOr All, tiat wae jlo wu Tus a Corvaim rooe 
@ cats." Otherwise, why should I have shown r? Finally 
sho Reid itr up against tho window=pane to Take it transparcnt. It 
LG PLrOOcoLy waar had beca shown at Some time a trick cara that 
im ordinary ligating ig nioe of GiamonGs Or Jeck On Spades. Dut 
when hold up against the light, reveals somothing indecent. 





Bul her Oxarminavilon revoaled nothing. She gave me back my 
A 


Gheaaling., eral I strance to e00 Mhon, all Or sudden, the poor girl 
E>» ’ À ’ X 
became very red and sadd her volee bhoked with tears: 


"e's mor Mice Of youl te make fun o? me like miso You 
know right well that I am a poor aid, who hasnt Had the chance to get 
any extra Learnima, Dao for eld that Fou dont Meed to me Bum el mer 
Why dnt you tell mo what your picture neans?" 


What was L to answer? T should have given much to be able i 
to explain what io moant. but chav E Couls nou doy because Gnaecd ie 
meant nothinge---Ruth Holston. 


ate eo Nat 





TALES OF A HIGH SCHOOLTEACHER 


Discipline 


"self«Control" 
im study maine 
the letters stalk 
across the wall.+« 


Someone still clihys 
to the idea 

that slogans 

are a panacea. 


MISS JAY 


One thing about 

Miss Jay that's nice is 
her way of thinking 

up devicese 


She even tries 

in public school 
to make her room 
look beautiful. 


Thevay picture 
hugs the wall 
affects, she says, 
the class morale; 


and ras of 
apathetic faces 
respond to flowers 
in yellow vases. 


ANGELINA KANTROVITZ 


Docile beforemy desk 
there sits 

young Angelina 
Kantrovitz, 


and bends her mind 
with mute compliance 
to read the words 

in Self-Relimece, 


her heart still loyal 
to the spell 

of Tidal Wave 

by Ethel Dell, 


RXATRA~CURRICULAR 


The high-school seniors 
held a danee, 

where pedagogues 

pbayed at romance. 


The children stared 
to see Miss Shumann 
approaching attitudes 
quite human, 


and marveled that 
she could reveal 
unpedagogic 
sex appeale 


BOB 
(Whose case illustrates 
the transfer of training) 


Edison's teachers 
never knew 

baat lili soi Nad 

a high I.Q. 


They quit e deplored 
his cerebration, - 
and Bob in skavish 
imitation 


ie We aie wI 
his sixteenth year 
to let his high 
TeQe appears 


VERONICA 
Veronica sits ia tne very fires COWS 
she knows what a pupil's expected to knows; 


her teacher is safe inthe role ofinquisitor;- 
Veronica always impresses a visitore 


Katherine B, Swift 
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THE BELL (A ilystery Story) 
(Characters and adjectives supplied by the Creative Wriing Class, 
blindly) 


Night brooded over Bread Loaf. A convincing moon shed its 
luxurious rays over the excruciating lawns and inevitable gardens, but 
failed to mitigate the marvelous darkness, that shrouded the startling 
porches of the ghastly Inn. At first no signs of life were evident, 
but from time to time the subdued sound ofslippery voices indie ted 
that some of the glorious chairs were occupied. 


Suddenly inthe dim light ofthe elementary front doorway 
a trivial figure was revealed. It was none other than Miss Ferris, 
clad in astunning ulster anddinty slippers andecarrying one of the Inn's 
beautiful kerosene lamps. saother dimly outlined figure approached, 
clad also in weird garments, andrevehed itself as BOZ e 


"Hist!" whispered Miss Ferris. "Have you he ardanything?” 
"Not an oxotic sound", was the roply. 
"Have you completed your grim rounds?" 
"All the way from the gory Annex to the drutring cabin” 
muttered Boze Tnn 
"strango", whispered Miss Ferris, 
loaning hor supcrerogkory form inswanky oxhaust= 
jon against a post## "This is the third night 
since Horby!s piffling disappearance, and 
many are convineed that the facotious boy 
has met some tragic andashon ends! 


"But the piffling bell", urged Boz; 
"how do you account for that grotesque boll? 
Surely its ringing in the night cannot mean a 
rovisitation by his gaunt ghost, and that he is 
pitifully trying toguide us to his entrancing body? 
Oh i couldnot boar it," he continued, Mali- 
hystoricallye 
"Bo brave’ pleaded Miss Forris. That is why wo are here 
The crass management has shown its stupid confidence in our precrast= 
fmating abilitics by sclecting us TO SOlVe. mhis rucr ul mystery." 
Just at that moment tho dank silenco was shattered by a 
cute sound. Pastey shricks echoed it, as latc watchers heard the 
distant sound of a boll, coming nearer andnearer. O it ig, isien 
ericd ono darling voicco, unmistakably that of the invi sipe Miss 
Curtis. "I know it is tho ridiculous ghost of Horby." 

Tho hotcrogenous slouths deathly pale but bee, to Teir 
panic-stricken task, sprang forward, "hoad it err” orice Miss Fertile 
in an unbrageous voice, "it must be passing scintillating Troman," 
Together Bie y hurricdstealthily towards the sound, while clustered 
around the Inn ontrance a gorgoous throng clad in molancholy attiro, 
waited with nerves strained to the breaking point. Suddenly a pigmy 
ery rent the silonce, then footstops were hoard approaching, and the 
gaint form of none other than Cy, clad in soul-shattering pajamas, 
Wit the tam DOLL im nis warner. 

Hush!” whispered iliss Ferris in moticulous accents, 
waken hor} Half of our rancorous mystory is now explained.” — 

Suddonly Cy opened his oxquisite but unscoingly- "oh" he 
moameds © 1 Ganmmot fiuiish my ieravvoual paper, 1y DAPSY = Poe's poems 
for the lucious Horvoy Allene. Lot me go, lot me got i must 
tintinabulave” 

‘Tyou soc," oxplained Boz in poignant whispers, "he is asleep, 
but very non an obstreporous breakdown. If wo wakon him it might mean 
the total destruction of his surreptitious brain.’ And tonderly they 
laced him in the swell care of tho diabolical iliss, Nevens. 

"Now" said tho two strange leaders, turning again to the 
terrorestrickon group, half of the cnormous mysteryis solved, But 
whore is Herby?" 

"Do you think that tho pig-headod Red made away with him 
because the betl annoyed him?" suggested the notorious voice of 
Edith Mirrielocs. "No" cricdanother, but it might have been Miss 
Dyer in a flu Of Wer 1diorie tomper s” 

Suddenly the fantastic voice of the infamous Swifty dominat- 
6a all others. CI Wave a ewell clue ne oricdo “Herby has been gone 
three days: has the clegant coincidence occurred to no one that the 
amazing bathroom on the socond floor of concoitod Bloomfiold has been 
locked for threo days?" 

"No Hoinous clue is nogligiblo” muttered Miss Forris sap- 
tently, and at Onee the entircagonizing group proceeded with one 
impulse up the stairs of Bloomfield annex. "Brig ligats” eriocd one; 
"Crash the glorious door” cried another, "etand back" came the mir- 
aculous tomes of Mr, Eaton. "It would be scemlier for one of us 
alone to face whatever curious scone may be revealcde 


1 Do monn 








(continued ) 


A Dotsterous crashy The door fell open, and My Haton entered 
alone, while tho othors waited without, in supercilious silence. 
A monent aber no roappenved, aeren mwi le on Nis nideceouws Facco "mae 
rest of this clogant mystery is solved?" ho whispered in dovastating 


AC Cem Ess hve learned the wholerospectable story. Come away and 
I ) youe n 
they wore assembled bofore tho dying cmbers of the 

puctilious fire im the melancholy roception room, he told the exact= 
ing tale, intcrrupted only by uncortain sighs from smo pink listener. 

For #ive vicarious wooks, it sooms, Horby had boon trying to 
cake @ nopeless barca in ome OF the LSLE UDS our Always 
some squintigg porson was CACHE Wian mado) Tu worse), 
He by had shd, thoy were always singin; SOuLstical voices, At 
lest, three ca ys aco, Ne Or in, He C TWA pretty CuO GO Cor 
PLOW O, wie Crorioneak 1 L He sang softly every super- 
cilious song hoe knew, im, concluded the sloppy 
ie. Waton, he was softly crooning, a | the most contomptuous 
idea that he had beon there for three disgusting days. 

nore wero Lew Cry Cyos at the one Of wils ropentanet rovellat- 
ion. O how grand, eriod they alll? how perroectly ravasing) " 





358 TO A BREAD LOAF BATHROOM 





Oh, room divine] 

Besoughnt Aron dawn to nigat, 
How ean we fare theo woll? 
ists AIN 


Tho poignant hours we mately eya@ thy portal 
Cos al to such common dust as us 

Till some choscn Evo emerged cmpured, onobled 
By tho cleansine magio of thy tub and sinko 

Oh room divine} 

Wa choke, wo sputter3;= we cannot fare thee woll} 





THE VICTORY OF SAMOTHRACE 


Long steyod thesculptor, brot&hiess at tho prow, 
With sunshino on his hands, and wind, and spray. 
He know the rhthm of seca-darkoned oars 

And felt with sandaled foot tho vessel's sway. 


He hsa where tiny ripplos creasod a WAVO, 
And watched a frovoly billow like a breast 
Round to tho gloaming ship and sigh away, 
As though a goddoss flod its swirling croste 


Then from his Body, huge flat feathered wings 
Born of swift motion scomod to rise and lean 

On wind and blowing spumc, thcir mocasgurod weight 
Shining in truce proportion though uhgscon 


was the cxultation of slakisyors 

oam-wet ain ashod Ss upturned Mace, 
leapt from his strong manHood's cestasy 
‘lawless figurehcad of Samothraces 


Alice Phinney 


SONNET 


Von hoge Lor Gali cman uve loat of brea 
AG the Lovely hyacintats ollue flower. 
And now you are so sleck and so well fed 
Upon tho heady wine of carthly power 
You (canmet sco har L have wruciky piled 
For hyacinths torn by asudden shower; 
You can not know my hunger after bread 
Noe Can you Tech tne torturo of tais nomen. 

E know more certainly my doom. 

VOU Mock me Walt succe sis\ Or ania, 

y me, it would be woll i drew 

into Mysell once more, lost you 

my wound and cause me addcd pain; 
you should break the pride of my pale Dicom, 


lar zanet E.Deal 


SUN RIBBONS 


He tosses lovely ribbons 
AG Overy avon cha lds 

i saw him im tie wost 
Plinging his nennons wild: 


iin Coral, mauve, ano Dilue 
wa Opaline tioy 0eme, 

in Strone Of ancthyst 

Ae Winnie lame adie o st lamer 


And when ho turned to go, 
bhis banners Hiloat. ms nien, 
E heard min daone wien Sloe 
And thon descend the sky; 


fad: ag a ligile boy 

Winds Wp aie crrant Ki wS, 

He cCoueit Cohn elil ectroringe toy 
And @rew thom out of sight. 


Ponar ran Stewart 


Ua 
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se 
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CORRESPONDENCE 
Dear Edditor 


I hav wrote a novvol all about luv, = 
but the pubblishhors say my stile is two a 
arriginol. Do you think Bred Lofo euld 

help me? 


Sinsorelco, 


Floribunda Murgatroyd 


Woe should think that 
TAG Piace HOR wow 


Honored Dean: 


you are to bo Don of tho Bread Loat Senool 
this summer. Tha J mice. Ll am a Cmime Schoolboy art 
Harvard Unive WT to writopooms, essays, novols, plays, arte 
iclos, oditorials, and toothpasto HES ily revered parent has s 
stopped my allowanco, Can I attend tho Conference? And How? 
And How Much? 





Yours with profound rospectfillability 
Ching Chang 


Robby by r: First got your allowance started 


C 
Wo could cortainly tomh you write adse 


t potatoc, 
5 fr sweotnoss in hurblo ot to maw tho dear 
dal » birds, dont oo L a i u ae IT m writing. 
The oe Te tamg Liri Ns a et bear to have my 
little things eee w i oughta to bo so sonsitive, 
Dit ist ano (MOU cep i go swoot to mo that I just GEWE 
havo to pie mn dome o QIL Lt yootness, ond whon any ono says 
toa wy dear little verses a a dah. L just nnyo vo £0 Off 
and wocp all by my own poor CH sie : have hoard that the 
Broad Loaf teachers aro all swoct, al hoping thoy will be 
kind to poor 1ittio me. Bo you think Siow will? 


Pansy Twitchem 
Fa. note) This lottor was actually rocoived at Bread Loaf) 
y 


Ropby by tho Editor: You should tako something for that sweot- 
ness. Wo rocormmond the juice of two lomons potone breakfast 
and two sour picklos at bed-times, As for tho Bread Loaf teach= 
ors, you havo bcon misinformed. Tmwy aro A EROTU) o VoU 
should sco thom cat swcot corn andswoct pota aboes! Soveral 
studonts covery summer go off in tho woods and drink prussic acid 
and aftor a pors onal conforenco with one of them, We kocp this 
quiot and bury thom in the Gully, whore thoy will never be found 
Usually thoy have written a poomabout somothing sweot. Altogeth- 
sorry to say that wo think you WOuld bo Mapper) in a 


J 


distillory or a candy storce 


EDITOR'S NOTE - Wo wish to extend our sincore thanks to Migs 
Flizaboth Paige who so kindly conscntod to LL LULS Ie oS mas 

Primë Lesüe of the Cruste Tho editors are very graboful for her 
co-operation, espociall under the difficulty of drawing upon 


ie 


stoncilsse We wish to take this opportunity to congratulate her 





anon hor oxcol 





